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a present of his Rasselas. In his bed-chamber was a press stored with books, Greek, Latin, French, and English, most of which had belonged to the father of our host, the learned Dr. M'Pherson; who, though his Dissertations have been mentioned in a former page1 as unsatisfactory, was a man of distinguished talents. Dr. Johnson looked at a Latin paraphrase of the song of Moses,'written by him, and published in the Scots Magazine for 1747, and said,' It does him honour; he has a good deal of Latin, and good Latin.' Dr. M'Pherson published also in the same magazine, June 1739, an original Latin ode, which he wrote from the isle of Barra, where he was minister for some years. It is very poetical, and exhibits a striking proof how much all things depend upon comparison: for Barra, it seems, appeared to him so much worse than Sky, his natale solunf, that he languished for its ' blessed mountains," and thought himself buried alive amongst barbarians where he was. My readers will probably not be displeased to have a specimen of this ode :—
' Hei mihi! quantos patior dolores, Dum procul specto juga ter beata; Dum ferae Barrae steriles arenas Solus oberro.
' Ingemo, indignor, crucior, quod inter Barbaras Thulen lateam colentes; Torpeo languens, morior scpultus, Carcere cosco.'
After wishing for wings to fly over to his dear country, which was in his view, from what he calls Tkulc, as being the most western isle of Scotland, except St. Kilda; after describing the pleasures of society, and the miseries of solitude, he, at last, with becoming propriety, has recourse to the only sure relief of thinking men,—Sursnm corda*—the hope of a better world, disposes his mind to resignation :—
1 Ante, p. 235.
*             ' Nescio qua natale solum dulcedine captos
Ducit.'                                   Ovid, Ex Pont. i. 3. 35.
s Lift up your hearts.
' Interiming on the guittar. He afterwards sent her
